 Graveyard

This earth is fertile has a musty scent
Fills my nostrils, busy worms, insects
so many birds
Silver sounds, a concerto of many voices
Da Capo Da Capo for life
a graveyard on that hill 

Grandmother, father, mother 
Cousins, little cousins, line of my blood
This beautiful place  
Not for them, they have no eyes to see
No skin to feel, ears, nose, lungs. Nothing. 
Where are they, where do they go -
Nowhere, somewhere, some faraway

My mother, my father in me 
Mother was blind and she loved to see
Father felt too much, he escaped
Not successfully but often 

All that life, where is it now
Gentle rain, misty light, silent birds
The graveyard on the hill that softly curves
looking over the lake
Looking with my eyes, ears, nostrils, lungs
feeling with my skin

Night swim

Water like black velvet caresses
My skin with liquid fingers, my movements
Softly leave traces
On a pale moon bridge 
some stars not many 
mighty cosmic friends		
Will I join your silent dance if
 let go on this perfect moment?


Completion

I saw a snail sitting on a mushroom
Reaching out for a blueberry
All of itself in that reaching
what joy when snail mouth
Meets the blue juicy flesh



How short the moment

They have appeared again
The small lambs from a tiny world                             
Into much bigger world
So ready already
Life so vibrating 				
It cannot be contained
Jumping in the air
It is not fair
How short their moment is
I can’t bear the days of
Mothers crying
I shut the windows
All that care      					
